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F course it was not her own. Shrinking
., discreticn demands that statement at the
ouiset.

Oliver llerford has plaintiveiy said,
“Soma are born babirs, some  achieve
babies, and conme have babies thrust upon
them."” It is to le regretted that Mr.
Herfori never ated this teeming

Faney magination wander

mg the wistful, googoo-eyed

apprehensive
wlacious pencil might
nothing to

babies and embariassed,

adults

have ey that has
Miss Ta Listoty.

do with
lisx Lola was not quite certain

A cther she stood

t dlay, on the plane of achicvement or in the
ey where responsibilities afe thrust, At all times
atertained a Jandly and respeotful ‘sentiment dor
es. In the concrete thicy merely glimmered on
iwlit as luminous, tiny satellites of larger and

re definite bodies: but in the abstract Miss Lela
' ofen found babics extromoly useful as eopy for
aconens little poems, which formed the realities of

r existence, and whicl kindly editors sometimes ac-
ipted—referring to them in the racred seclusion of
t'r editorial office thus: “Steve, I've gotta have an-
ther fller, Gimme some o' that stuff o' Miss Lola's”
Miss Lola bad a friend. The aequaintance had not

1, nothing was of Aiss

Indeed,
« represented in the schenie of cre-
thonehit

witinde of
Another girl

e of her seeloing,

Lolas seeking.

4
the recept which

lhos ot seel but is sometimes fotnd.
tad found Miss Lota, and ‘had found lier extremely
ful, as one wha mwoves in a thought world where

11 material male does not enter, hence one who op=-

¢¢ no fascinating persunality nor pmatrimonidl am-
ns tendit o thwart pl of the mind more
tely femin This L .']]1:"!, ”'.'lf}' | 1] '.}'l'lb

name, had pursued, nfancy, an umleviating
wrse, which had resulted in anearly martiage to the
man she selected, nee Ford and chiristened Jolin, and

prompt maternity,

I }';\'!l_\.‘ 1

had eonsciously found Miss Lola useful,
Vliss Loln had, in her turn, unconscionsly availed of
meet the demanids of

many of Detta's expe
T ?‘-!‘.!H,“-. An impersonal view-point being a hterary
cessity, as affording a perspective which personal
stions only bLiur, Miss Lola had reaped a rich hor-
t from Detty's conrtship and marriage; while Hetty
Ll regarded with mild amazement and entire lack of
mprehension & girl whose sole imerest in these
vicarious experiences was their adaptalility to poetic
CXDression,
Since the advent of little Paylis Rudolfo Ford, Miss
la's raw material had lavishly increased. Raw ma-
wrial, however, is not infrequently subject to duty.
Miss Leta's sase the tax was paid in the form of
iwits to the sanctuary where Baylis Rudalio was en-
chrined:  There each of these young feminine minds
lad secretly enter uned toward the other a feeling of
wonders Miss Lela that Betty should scem to find
ate delight and an utter alandonment of the intel-
leotual in the process of filling elongated glass bottles
with medicated preparations of milk apd water, and
< that Lols secmned 1o regard infant gurgles, coo-
ings, : rely as matter for a note-
book, and availaliite Tor reduction to foer and lines;
On the day when Ik

riences to

ottt

wihis [udolio entered more di-

rectly into Miss Lola's exporience, it had been arranged

that she shonld remain in the flat with him while
Betty should go out to do & bit of shopping.  Just
how tlus arrangement had come about Miss Lala

cont! not afrerward remember. It seemed to her, later,
that DPetty must have devised the plan. It was unlike
Miss Lola to initiate, Besides, she had no miotive, and
1m omvestipgatnns of I'I'l!"llil'.ﬂli}‘ it i-. ‘:r'_(an:‘;try 1n con-
sider well the motives whivh govern the huuian mind,
Beitv's maotive, though pot oceult, was (nduhitable
Lola fe!t that not even a mother eould
accuse lier of having sought the care of Berylis Ru-
doilf fus inating though he was.

T give him his bottie,” Betty had said, lightly, “and
pit Lim in i ITe is almost sure 19 sleep un-
til T come home, but if he shonld waken Le'll not be
& bLit of trouble, for him is de goodes’ an' bestes” an’
Him" fall eed materral rliapso-
dies which Mis Loln Lusily transcrided jute her note-
book as lending themselves to a future dialect poem—
perhaps to Le entitled "Under Cuban Skies” ar “The
Hattentot Hate"

Miss Lola found the quiet of the flat, after Hetty's
departare, socthing,  There lLiad been

while Miss

is Nasket,

gametes’ jen't Jrare

agitation pre-
ceding, as Betty had tried to “strnighten up™ the
place a hit, tossing small pillows into their proper

wliees, tucking discarded bibe, minute hose, and ather
wny hlaovets, picking up rattles from
rearitg apparel into the soiled-clothes hasket, folding
rrang.oe the rubbier tuenagerie on the shelf where it
ras acous'omed to stand when not being pursued with
taoseveltinn crictpy v
warrs,  There b

the laor, and

its owner durmng lis waking
Lieen, alse, o blur of instructions,
wirinning “If he shonld” and including a “then put—-*

{ varied a nature that Miss Lola had na time nor

possible means for arranging them metrically, and
thereby reducing them to the level of her compre-
hension or remembrance.

“If the bell should ring,” Betty had said, “it wili
undoubtedly be the posiman, so vou'| better go dowr.
There is a check due for John, and I never like to
leave such mail in the box. Here are the keys, 1'll
not need to take them with me, for you can let me
in when T return. 1 will ring one lung and one short,
so you'll know it's me.”

Miss Lola Lhad mentally ¢
wiy all young mothers i

rrected, 1" and wondered
L"'\Ii‘l
y and incorrect gram-
r have a bearing on poesy? Ought she to consider
this mysterions future
budy it?  Ter delicate and chastened fancy shrank
from the inelegant. DPerhaps in the dialect verse—

Potty hiad whirled out and peace hall ensued. Bay-
s Hudolfo slept, as per enntract, his apartment being
the farthest small room of the flat, opening off the
hall, and as remote as the exigencies of flat construc-
tion would permit from possitle  disturbing noises
which the family might at any time perpetrate. The
quiet seemed almost ominous. Miss Lola felt 1
fited with vague responsibilities. There—she had
forgotten to ask Betty——

she jumped np, ran to the window, flung it apen, and
threw her slender body at a perilous angle over the sill
Letty was far up the street, lealed for the nearest
car line. Aliss Lola recovercd ler lalance, of mind as

virmably sad “me”

eannection between matern

o

ernnection in verse and

ome-

well as body, shinddered to think what a noise ske had
profiably made in raising the window, closed it softly,
md listoned with apprehension,  Davlis Rudolfo made

Miss Lolu sat down,

“I suppose,” she reflected, “that T really have intel-
ligence.  Whatever may Lappen I shall probubly know
of something to do, if only to screnm for the police.
A\l any rate, nothing is happening at thi= nioment

The one thing to be feared was the awikening of
Baslis Rudolfo, The intelligent action, therefore,
seemed to contriliute in no way toward this awaken-
ing. Miss Lola sank back softly into the ecushioned
depts of her chair, and took out her note-look, The
y for composition was ideal,
e have such stilliess, MHer home life was at
the mercy of others. Her mother was a large, goen-
erous, pervasive woman, with a physical tendency to
knock over small articles of furniture as she swept
majestically about the flat—afier the manner deecribed
by Dickens—and a mental tendency to demolish what-
ever train of thought any cne else might be entertais-
ing. At her hands Miss Lola's most inspired verses
had often been shattered into fragments compared
with which the historic condition of Humpty-Dumpty
was a beautiful exhibition of cohesivencss,

Miss Lola's fancy paused daintily on the brink of
inspiration. So many idess suggested themsclves
"The Sleeping Babe" was a bit trite. Mr. Hotchkiss,
editor of The Modern Child, on which Miss Lol
had designs, was su:" 4 big and burly man that his
very thoughts would waken a sleeping hale, and Miss
Lola felt certain he could not mentally contemplate
one, even in verse. How he could he editor of such a
magazine—but this was extraneous to Miss Lola's
present field of thought, and she put it aside.

“Wild Habies I Have Known" suggested itself. It
was itevitable. Something wild supgests itself 1o
every scribe, especially since Seton made his wild hit
which hoomeranged around the English-sne
and returned to him laden with gold, Miss Lola e
jected the suggestion, however. The title was the
most imitated one extant. BHesides, it had a flavor,
when applied to babes, of humor, and Miss Lola was
not consciously humorous. She was not even remotely
aware that the surprising amount of some of the
cliecks sent her for her poems was based on the edi-
tar's conception that they were tle prize-winning eom-
modity known te the fraternity as “humorous verse”

Miss Lola finally decided on "A Mather's Thoughts
When Absent From Ifer Babe” Miss Lela had never
read the early Fnglish poets. Neither did she know
that & mother's thoughts would be more likely tn con-
centrate on the dread possihility of the 1,1;.!,-‘ il
souring in his tiny stomach than they would be to dwell
on his ‘rose-scened breath” Tt j¢ well, however, not
to Hnuw too man. facts when treing o write poetry.

lhe wings of !'egasus beat the quiet awr in 3([11}3'
widening circles, and bore Miss Lola aloft into the
blue. Sounds of earth were hushed and objects of
sense retreated to a respectful distance. “A Mother's
Theuglits” soon embodied themselves into a poem of
almost  guestionable length, the editors having fre-
tly warned Miss Lola that three inehies is the best
t fur gecuring aceeptunce,

The

Not always

conld sh

king world

poem finished, Miss Lola folt that no time
should be lost in having it reach Mr. I1otchkiss,  He
had oo manuseripts of her in Nand, and it was full

time for him to begin the arri jement of his next
issue. To mail the poem would be to await atreptance
or possilile rejection. To see Mr. Hotehkisg pers nally
was not always possible, yet frequ ntly it was, aud
Le could always tell at a glance the fate of 2 manu-
ECTI[it—n% far as i

hig own nffire wae iva

would tuke the poem down herself, and at once. In
case of rejection she would lose no time in taking it
elsewhere.

Hastily she elipped imto her wraps, tonk up the
bunch of keys Detty had placed on the tabaret, and
walked down the hall. At the outer door she pupsed.

“It certainly seems as if I had forgotten some-
time,” she murmured, “T have my puree. these are
my keys; I have my handkerchicf and my manuscript.
What else eould there be? Mother—yes, mother i3

out, T must put on the Yale lock., Well, if I'have for-
gotten anything 1 shall rememibior it later, and it will
simply have to be alll right, that's all.”

She locked the door carcfully, dropped the keys

intn her hand-bag, and with light,
walked over to the nearcst Sulwoag

firm, graceful step
station.

i T

OUR SHORT STORY PAGE

. ] rete [l s vyts =

L =
bl Ire W ity

dour stiffened with anguish; that her very toes be-
came rigid; and that she distinetly felt at least cne
hair turn to a silver-white strak amid,its soft, wav-
ing, chestnut fellows,

She had forgotten Daylis Rudolfa! Tle was three
miles away, locked into a flat of a stesl-ribbed house,
alope, inaccessible from without, subject to any catas-
tropha! She—murderess in embryo—worthless eum-
berer of the ground—lacking in human instincts—had
—well, there were no words to define her erime!

With a mighty effort Miss Laola gathered herself.
Then she turned and sped back over her trail at a
pace which made the lalorers exchange startled glances
and drop work for the afternoon to decide what it
meant,

Even in her flight Miss Tala pave one backward
thought of regret to the child af her own fancy—her
poem—which must now wait on the rescue of Daylis
Pudolfo. She reflected swiftly that not the least of
the merits of mental offspring is the absence of pa
rental responsibility toward them and of exactions on
their part caleulated to canse their progenitors acute
angulsh on insufficient grounds. As she whirled swiftly
around the corner toward the Subway station she re-
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descriptive of “Taouglis of a Mother”
tressing circumstances, Or, it might even be a sep-
arate poem. “Thoughts of a Murderess”; but the
editorial mind of to-day does not incline favorably
soward anything which even remotely recognizes
crime,

Miss Lola's heart beat suffocatingly. She fumbled
her change at the ticket-window, kept the line waiting
and reccived muttered threats from delaye! passen-
pers, miseed the express and finally secured only stand-
ing-room on a local.

To he a poctess is to have imagination, and to have
imagination is to suffer. It is idle ta say, "Don't
worry” to the mi imaginations as natu-
rally and as § The numher of
things thut nught happen to | Rudalfo! He would

surely waken

] (I ] mb e

dis-

uider

Iy tumble out of his

e \w |
Lneket head first on to the fionr!

“Surely, T have read somewhere,” pasped Miss Lola
to herself, “that balies’ bones are =0
fuld over on one another when they fall, and thar 15
why they never break.” Gramumar scemed to have fled,

soft they jus

“I'Il give him his bottle,” Belty said, lightly.”

At Brooklyn Bridge she emerged from underground
inta the upper air of the big part of New York—thie
inspired and inspinng ropion of the mighty sky-
scrapers, of the open, sunlit space of City Hall Park,
of thronging thousands, of the vast energies of news-
paper cow, Her calm little pulses always quickened
in this atmosphere. She had written several poems
about the great Down-Town, At the left she turned
down a quieter strect toward the Fast River—an an-
cient street almost forsiken Ly the tide of traffie; a
strect abandoned to those that
do not depend for their passing
throng, Not many women and the
few men ghe looked at euringity ;
bt Miss lLola was not wil itde
pendence of thought n siifrn-
frette, and had written a8 pocm to stir the souls of her
valtant sisters in ange Tt began, “Most gentle
suffragerte, thou are mall

Half-way down the block Miss Lola stopped as if
the axe of fate had descendo] on her head, She did
not scream nor faint  5Snhe merely stond stll, A few
workmen paused to look at Ler, but that was nothing.
So light a thing as tle alighting of an E
row is sufficient to make a New York workioan pause
for contemplation and rest from his labors.  These
observers might have loaked still more curtously had
they known that Miss Lola’s heart had stopped beat-
ing and then had begun apain with a frightful limge:
that she was rold to her finger-tips; that her pompa-

commercial activitics
existence on the
went that way,
her awithh mild
nit her own small
She wos even a bt of

met

the

ligh spar-

She understood now why Hetty said, “Tt is me" The
pleiasing consolation of fexible bones was Aenied Miss
Lola. A blerk vision of Jolnny Drake, who bad had
i broken arm at the age oi seven months, presented
itself © Migs Lola's excited thought. She almost
groaned aloud. Eeven failing to break himself, Bay-
lis Rudolfo would creep around the roomns, clutch at
table-covers, drug down bric-a-brac—Ilamps—"Just
Heaven !"—bhump his nose on sharp corners—scream-—
oly, how he would scream!—Miss Lola almost gave
animitatien —the neighbors would hear Lim and gather
i ogroups to wonder—perhaps break in the door—no,
they could not—aohy, last and most agorizing thought—
they eoulld not, for the bl
to take fire!

ing wag absolutely certain
er that it was guaranteed fre-

proof, and that the jaiiteir was a pattern of watehful
ness—it would inevitably tike fire this day, at this
moment!  Betty would return Lome—she was more
Ban die now—the door would be lorkad, and her
chilid would be within, while flames leaned and daneced
toward him, A brave fireman might—ch ves, there

was one gleam of hope—he might

ght tescue lavlis Ru-
dolfn ]

of relief. A line of
flames—"0h, hrawny
put it
(Only one thing in Life was important
She must pet oif at the right Su
aof poesy must now be allowed to
lure her from thar vital net
She almost {ell headlong up the Subway steps, i

Miss Lola drew o hreartl
verse shot athwart the gleamire
hero of the dust-bDlown streer”

resolutely asile.

0w,

Inzt Miss Lola

way stat:omn,
No enticinge fancics

plicating ler shins and toes in frightful disaster, buy
there was consider herselfll  Dimuy she
knew that passersly were gizing curinnsly at hery
She had but one themght for them—that noue of thes
shotld stop her flight toward Betty's Lurning flat!
There was no smell of snole, however, No "fdmes
leaped athwart the gloom™ as she mounted the statrs,
N el brave firemen nor shrill sereams of Paylia
Rudulfa nor shricks of nelchbors fot? the strained
enrs of Miss Lala wns not standing at the

outer tloor her Hands,

o

titie to

1" 2
t ot

™ (s X1l
Netty

Peice a: chiedd in the orderly, well-kept
apartmient-house,  Not even a tesant was in skght,
Wit shaking fingers Mise Lola inserted the key in
the Vale lork, Could the stillness be vt mors aminous
han turmail would have Leen? The imag oation of

i poctess gg facile, and not to Le thwarted by seeming
alcence of nuiterial,

'
Haylis Rudolfo wae sleeping peacefully in his Yas-

ket, Could it be piossibile? Trembling and wenk, Miss
Lola sank into the cushioned chair. clhow on
kinee and chin in her bLand she contemplated the
slumbering infant, The ! ing nf her heart was

still appalling. the bruizes on her hody
sehats Tvie- T e lte T

arted and

i ] I,I,d |-...[..o'

-1 et T

. & ta t brogdel

iss Lola ms
8o unemprwered

over him, M

irveled as she gared,

vet capable,

So small,

s silent siam-

even in

her, of causing such and consternation !

The bell rang—one | ] short. Dettyl Al
well, all was well.  Collecting herself and assuming a
Hohtsonie nolae.  Af fu s fe & 1
:.“...IR me ; Lela reached the door, though
m the process she interviewed each wall a number of
times,

“The baby! HMi's all sight?™ poened Petty, with the
ftnireasnrall fiattiide ot

ce of yosttn mothers, and brusk-

& lin tast Miss Lol
Mo w onld have Yappenad to him 2" exclaimed
Nt s it - < - A
I i ittetnise and steadying her-
11 ! :
Loas she retisned t9 the living-ropm
! k f letts
itrse, tintling, my dear, with you here,”
AT city, her | wthered in Baslis Ru-
» vt toswed asvde her wrans, lep
=6 foll oy Mics 1 -
You lack a Nir wale, " oghe said. T sunp
pose you felt nervous; 1 # of u baby for the
first time.  Let's hive s
';: :_: e T - :|: 4 3_.|-- MY TN |

gnaridedly: and
When' her porm, “The Lost ChilA" s
Betty praised Mise Lola

Betty had been wont to regard (he poems with pc’.-
functory interest, if any.

‘It's wonderfn! how vou ean tell, Lola,” said Betiv.
*I am sure 1 should feel just that way if nn}'tl:ir;;,'
should happen to Baylis Rudolfo”

One of the Dangers of the Road.

ITOW IT WAS.

ing the little Southern
e

sitre that niehi

! acrass lyts mind thut

pny dnguiry as tothe hotel accor

4 1HaAce.
bouk on the trutn brought
the subject, Mi te e
its piges, and what
cfficials seemed (o know anyt
ity, except the porter, am
committal at firs

"Yiassir he said, T Leen t

i at Miftleboy
el there?” asked Blithers.
¢l dar, suh” the porter an-
il iz d-"l, tlnd el r
miy s at, 18 acuced, witll an

o' mah wives was ho!
“NWell, is:there a hot
“Nassir, dey's a hot

swoered, “Dey st

ominous chuckle.

“Well, John" said Blithers, "I don't want te go to
the worst hotel, of course”

“Naw, suhi, I don't reckon you does, suh,"” rejoined
the porter, his smile endangering the back of his
neck, “Dat's de ckenbrush House, suh.”

“What ia?" demanded Tlithers,

Do woy ot hote! in Mifehayg, suh,” returned the
poried. “wolly! 1 sonictines tink de Brackenbrush
is e woyst hotel in de woyld.”

“Well,” smiled Rlithers, “there’s so much gainel
1t is something to know what to avoid. And now
that vou've told me which is the wrost, here's a
quarter for telling me which is the best.”

“Ile bestest!” repeated the darky, pocketiug the
qQuarier,

“The very bestest,” said Blithers.

John scratched his head for a moment as thongh
prezzled for the answer, and then e spoke slowly,
“Well, sul,” he sad, “1 reckon dat's—dat's

Rrackenlirush, too, sub.”

“What's that?" cried Blithera, st
Tooiked as if this son of Ham were

“e Rrackenbrusly, suh

de

-]

v. Tt really
ng with him.
1 BaAVS de Dtackenbrush is

e Dest hotel it Milfleh suly,” said the darky
“Hut, you idiot,” d' DBlithers, his face grt-
ting red with wrath, “you just said the Dracken-
brosli was the worst."”
“Yassir, dat's de fact,” returned John., “It sut-

tinly am de very woyst there ever was”

“Look here, porter,” put in Blithers, coldly, “what'
di» you think youn are doing to me, anvhow? How in
thinder can the Brackenbrush be the worst hotel and
thie best hotel at the same time:"

“Why, hit's becuz, boss, you see de Drackenbrush
is de only hotel in de place, suli”




